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PROLOGUE 


There comes a time in each of our lives when we somehow glance the truth. 
Truth is a demanding master, it inevitably looks straight at back at us. Invariably 
this confers much guilt, and a lesser amount of innocence. We are made 
uncomfortable with ourselves at that time. 

On January 20, 1981, Ronald Reagan was inaugurated 39 th President of the 
United States of America. He evoked a cult presence. It was meant to stanch 
all of America's damage without fixing it, no bandages, no stitches, not even 
a butterfly across the gashed wounds. Nothing. A pretence. 

When Reagan was elected Governor of California in 1966 we were at war in 
Southeast Asia, all of it illegal, most of it covert in non-declared countries. 

The Free Speech Movement was at its pinnacle at Berkeley. Many powerful clowns 
and fuck-babies were euphoric now that Reagan was installed. After unseating 
Governor Pat Brown, Brown was forced to resign as a Regent of the University 
of California. The votes that the Regents carried were now in favor of the clowns 
and fuck-babies that I have just mentioned. Reagan went into action. He had UC 
Berkeley President Clark Kerr fired (the votes at the Regents were at the right 
number to accomplish this now)— most of the ground work already having been 
done by Edwin Pauley as the mole in the Regents; LA FBI Chief Weseley Grapp 
illegally (naturally) passing on information on professors and students; J. Edgar 
Hoover (without introduction) rubber-stamping these information relays; and CIA 
director John McCone, who had been "upset" by what was going at Berkeley for 
some years. At the same time Reagan set loose federal agents and CIA recruiters 
onto Berkeley's campus, going after what he called "campus malcontents and filthy 
speech advocates." FSM becomes FSA. He with Pauley's inside connections as 
a Regent himself, he had protesters filmed on Sproul Plaza from the roofs and the 
windows of the Martin Luther King Jr. Student Union Building (which ironically 
houses the Edwin W. Pauley Ballroom— yes, the very same Pauley). He identified 
protestors for harassment and potential elimination. He had known dissidents 
set up. He was warming up. Iran-Contra was already a fait accompli. This could 
become a list, with the list going on and on. 

But there is another story that ends with the this Former President of the 
Actor's Guild Union's new transformation in the officialdom. That story is about 
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a man, a loyal American; loyal, experienced, faithful, but who had been caught 
in too much of the cross-fire. . . and much, much more of that. We will trace that 
narrative from precisely there, which in that precision effectively begins eight 
years earlier in Oakland in 1972. 


One 

THE LANDING - 
Eight Years Earlier 


1972, at the time of the raid. 

"Sargant!" called a delighted figure from the small crowd awaiting the arriving 
passengers at the air terminal. He had just gotten off the plane. It was Dana. She 
threw her arms around him immediately, and whispered in his ear. . . 'everybody 
is waiting for you, Sargant.' Voice: Everybody, Sargant. 

He recognized her. He smiled looking ahead of him, he was willing to be led 
by her. Who wouldn't recognize her? Who wouldn't be willing to be lead by her? 
She took his arm and they walked the whole way to her Toyota in the airport 
parking garage. The obliqueness never left him anymore. He felt her body 
pressure on his arm and against his waist and the upper side of his body. He was 
oblique but still drowning from the touch. 

Later in the evening, in a get-out apartment: Manny. Manny. 

"We have something for you, Sargant." Manny. The leader. The Leader. "A little 
bit of explosives work. Pipe bombs. Okay?" Sargant staring watching Manny 
carefully nonetheless, saying nothing, staring. Manny again: "Government 
buildings. Your access rights. Okay?" Manny. Sargant already knew the answer— 
Yes, of course Manny: "When, where, equipment, car, apartment. Manny." 

Mind of Sargant: Flash, Tents. Then, Get out. Now. Back to Manny. 

"All waiting." That having been Manny, referring to the "When, where, 
equipment, car, apartment." 

"Good Manny. Fine. I'll be some days on my own first, I want to do some 
drinking and see some old friends if it's all alright with you." 

"Fine Sargant. Don't kill too much time though." 

Manny. I thought it was my job to kill time. Why don't you choose your words 
more carefully, Manny? 

Days later: Squads, raid gear. FBI, CIA, ATF. Rooms. Debriefings. No terminal 
evidence. Released. Sargant released. Under surveillance. File: "Chain of 
command. Classified Top Secret, former covert operator military intelligence, 
excessive ground experience and knowledge retention— unnamed official to 
be protected at all costs from exposure by subject, subject classified "defection 
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to civilian subculture." Case in possession Classified Top Secret. In case of 
red, describe and refer to Code A at moment. Consider incident deferred, i.e. 
drop all contact and surveillance of subject, until and if informed by your 
head of protocol. Final note: Do not underestimate subject. Secretly trained, 
unconventional techniques, psychological warfare micro and macro, long term 
imaging retention and linguistic memory transpositions, other. Don't query 
further unless status critical in which case case is red, describe and use Code 
A and defer. End file." 

This is when the shadows started to haunt him. This is when the cover-up 
started to blanket itself across his soul. This is when the demons started to 
produce fury in him. He moved now from house to house, of course. What else 
could he do? As if he were not being watched. No, not at all. But it was not 
bothersome. It was nothing. The plan was forged not for that. The plan was 
forged for implementation: What made him, what did she know, what forced 
him out? And later, when it was all over, Dana came in a dream, and she touched 
him, and said: "Sargant, I didn't know any of this was going to happen." And he 
said to her: "Dana, I did. And you had nothing to do with it. You are innocent." 
Then pausing, he said to her: "Do not forget that. Sweetheart." Before she 
disappeared, she responded: "Sargant: The dead know more than the living. 
And I am dead. I was killed in the raid. I am not innocent, though I knew little at 
the time." Then she disappeared from the dream or the dream ended. 

But that was later. There was always a "before." There was always this question 
of his handler, and he was aware of it as much as any narrative that tracked him. 
The man came to him came at night in the jungles on patrol and he came to 
him in the bars in Saigon nudging up against him on the neighboring bar stool. 
Sometimes the man was a dream, sometimes he was a real man with real papers. 
What he was relatively sure of was that he would never be rid of him. Not in 
this life, nor in any other. The question was always the same: "Do you have the 
goods, Sargant?" Sometimes the man digressed, "What a perfect name: Sargant. 
We'll make you Colonel some day." 


Tzvo 

SAM'S HOFBRAU 


Sam's Hofbrau downtown Oakland 1973. 

Still stitched. Friends of Applebead, the Service. Tired. Moving. Getting answers 
to his questions: Quietly, no evidence, too well trained, but the innuendo and 
local contexts of his movements not escaping his surveyors. Roast beef sandwich 
gravy, root beer. The man walks in, sits down with him on a stool placed at the 
same eating table. Sargant's eyes go up, then go down return to his food. 
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"Sargant. Good to see you. Whatcha been up to these days, food's good 
here." 

Sargant: No response. Eats. 

"That's my man. Worried about you though. So is Applebead." Hard stop on 
last word. 

Sargant sips on his root beer. Gets up, goes to pay his bill. The man passively 
but with the indicative eye of an afternoon sun watches him walk out without 
either of them saying a word. Then the sun got shot out of the sky. 

That night in bed in half-way house in the back streets behind Lake Merritt 
near to library. Can hear traffic. Can hear his mind. Not troubled. Is getting his 
answers, stores in memory transpositions, classifies there. 

Receives heroine injection from local pusher that night: Flow of Light, walking 
behind library, smelling memory of Mary, Mary not even memory only the smell 
of her skin left; pungent smell Lake Merritt's waft of air-flow; and blow to back 
of his head; a sidewalk study in blood: blood of thirty-eight years prior to those 
late night steps: bom 1935: Our brother, our friend, our fellow citizen, the uncle 
of our children, the child of his mother and father and the grandchild of his 
grandparents, a server of his country. Major Sargant Meyers, sent to Copenhagen 
with new rank and programmable memory losses, sleeper. Covert techniques 
and tradecraft still intact. In the deep sleep of fogs and solitary nightingales. 


Three 

COPENHAGEN 


Seven years later, a February night walk around one of the five lakes in the 
posh district of Copenhagen, the geese corralled into limited areas of non- 
iced water in the lakes done by the icy turfs of the larger masses of iced-water 
crowding the squawking beasts into large spots of corralled white necks and 
heads and floating bodies, and the dark roads and the dark city and the dark 
bridges with a progressive swoosh of background car-noise over the lakes 
hollowed out the trees for him that night and he saw the skeletal branches of the 
trees take the northern European wind very unusually. No Dana, no nothing, 
no attendant memory of. Operational guidelines, that was all. . . and a mission, 
hardly important, he was still cognizant enough to see that. He was not totally 
unaware of his situation. But the skeletal branches of the trees around the lakes 
took the wind not in a normal way, and he was scared, mutedly, but scared. Of 
all that might not come. Of his inside. It is too sad for the writer to continue in 
this vein. The Major was scared. . . and where was Dana when. . . Applebead 
was. . . he couldn't remember the line of reasoning he had just found. . . he broke 
off. . . newspaper. . . John Lennon had been declared dead yesterday [not shot. . . 
declared dead]. . . there was a short phase of time, then he was. . . out. . . . 
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Four 

MANHATTAN 


One year later. New York City, 1980. He had roused once again to move himself, 
then had settled into the deeper sleep in deeper ground, in a deeper city, a sleep- 
time to die in. 

What he was thinking was that he had been trampled on too many times 
perhaps to keep living. He crawled up the tunnel, a little like a monkey, grasping 
at the iron coated with rust and slime. He thought maybe he could make it 
back up. He pushed the manhole up. It was dark out, the sun was down. The 
stop lights only flashed orange or red showing nothing more than garbage or 
pavement. In his human mind, watching around him as he crawled out of this 
utility hole, menacing his elbows and then his knees with sorry abrasion, he 
couldn't remember rivers, romances, families, friends, occupations, hobbies, cars, 
schools, or if there had been any. Maybe there had been fishing trips. Maybe he 
had encountered bears and had rafted rivers. In this type of anti-perception he 
began to walk down the streets, a ragged nothing of a man, something of a moon 
not above him, something of a sky as unreal as anything could be. He rested and 
slept in a warm heap of garbage in an alley way. 

In the morning he was a little surprised (as surprised as he could be) at not 
being roused by some city man or police officer. He picked himself up, brushed 
himself down a little, then walked, with no destination in mind. He didn't know 
why, but the short sentence "sorry, pal," came into his mind; he didn't actually 
think about it. He crossed over street after street, and then people started to 
appear. He wondered if come nightfall, if he lived or was not taken in, he would 
be lucky enough to witness some private crime of some sort, somewhere in the 
big city. That's what his mind had come to, perhaps. 

A car raced by, and he was surprised. For some reason he touched his pants 
a little strenuously as a kind of reaction, and then, being certain everything was 
alright (for some reason), stopped it. Just a second later his eyes glazed over 
a little bit (something which frequently happened to him), and he saw a fountain 
a distance off. He decided to walk to it, or his legs decided to move in that 
direction. Nobody took notice of him. 

As he walked, for a very short few moments he remembered prison. Just a little. 
He remembered a cell and a bed and a kind of dining hall. And the face of a man, 
some man. Some fellow prisoner. And then being tied down and a light shining 
down on him and a young blond face staring down at him with a gleaming 
smile. And then he couldn't remember any more. Or he wouldn't. Or he stopped 
remembering with a certain mechanical aspect to this stop. 

He reached the fountain. His eyes glazed over as he watched it spouting 
water into the sunlight. No one seemed to notice him. Or no one seemed to care 
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enough to pick him out of the crowd with their eyes and their consciousness. 
He took a seat on a bench. He could see above the fountain there was a high 
building. There were many people in every direction, and he wondered a little 
bit at it. And then a dog. Stray, or loose. And a trash can. And some grass, mostly 
stamped down to a level of semi-rooted dirt. Still he hadn't talked to anybody, 
not a word. He didn't know if he would remember how to talk, although he 
guessed he would. He did think about this. 

He hadn't eaten. He picked some garbage out of the trash can, sifted it, found 
some eatable components of a yesterday's sandwich. (Apparently the dog was 
interested in his activity also.) He curled the bread in his fingers and smelled 
the thin lunch meat. It didn't smell rancid. He ate the meat first and then the 
bread which he had rolled up into several little balls. He didn't give anything to 
the dog. The dog scratched and moaned a little. He had a thought of avocados. 
There was a street vendor of hot-links on one of the paths near the fountain. 
A man stood paying another man. He noticed this, almost carefully. Then he got 
up and walked a little around the fountain. His eyes usually kept to the ground 
and sometimes strayed to the fountain and its stream of water. 

Walking around the fountain, slowly and with stops in pace, he underwent 
some flashbacks. Faces appeared to his mind on a field surrounded by wet 
overgrowth. Camouflage tents were sprawled on the field. And then there 
was night patrol. And then there was nothing for nine hours of slow walking 
through dense jungle. And then there was a raid and everything was black and 
loud for a single moment. And then there was really nothing but an emptiness 
... at this feeling he let off the memory and delivered his gaze to the waters 
of the fountain. (He did this as if under a mental directive which had nothing 
in common with a conscious decision.) He felt a little shallow, and he, that is 
his bare and atrophied sense of identity, felt a sense of surprise. He rarely felt 
anything which could describe his state of mind. Still he hadn't looked at the sky. 
Still there was prison in the back of his mind. Even war. 

He felt tired and wanted to sleep. He didn't intend to sleep just now, however, 
and let the drowsiness fall into the gait of his legs instead. 

A child passed him. The child looked up at him for a moment. He looked down 
at the child also and their eyes met. The child seemed to open his mouth or smile. 
He felt a certain life inside, and it was almost as if tears were about to come to his 
eyes. But instead they glazed over in their habitual pattern and returned to the 
path, with a slow and meandering sideglance at the fountain which was now in 
back of him. But then he heard, in back of him at some distance, a high-pitched 
voice: "Daddy!" For some reason he turned, as if against himself (which was 
strictly unusual for him). He saw the child wrapped in the arms of a man who 
had some flowers in one of his hands. AND THEN: He was in a certain state of 
confusion or even dulled consternation: There was no feeling in him, but he felt 
this. The combination made his stomach work. 

Strictly from his perspective (and there was no other perspective which could 
be involved) this unusual feeling and the directly related event (his stomach 
set to work) disappeared as quickly as it had appeared. These kinds of feelings 
(feeling something disappear as quickly as it had appeared and not knowing it, 
especially when it came to hunger) kept his body alive, since his mind demanded 
nothing from his body whereas his senses demanded everything from his body. 
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This could have been named a legacy of his night patrols in the jungle, when he 
feared death but didn't fear its aftermath, a combination in which his senses held 
his body steady while his mind slept, even if his eyes moved and his finger held 
significant but only half-dispassionate pressure on the trigger of his gun. 

He looked down at the ground and saw his black and permanently swollen 
feet. He guessed he would set to walking now but didn't actually think it and 
simply began to walk up the park away from the fountain. As he walked he saw 
nothing (his mind suffered a blank, which included a black-out of his vision) 
and it could have been night even though it was a day bright with sun. After 
several minutes of walking in relatively absolute blackness some trigger set off 
in his brain for no external reason and suddenly his eyes registered the light of 
day. As a result he looked up with his head and eyes at the green trees and their 
branches. The sky appeared to him, a pure blue with some small cotton patches 
of cloud distributed evenly across the large atmospheric dome. From deep in his 
mind, at some distant resource, he wondered to himself (and it was all strictly 
abnormal for him to do such a thing) if he would someday be held responsible 
for the sky and the trees. Perhaps he didn't wonder about this so much but felt 
it hit his chest hard, with the thought itself somewhere deeper and inflicting 
the artificial body-blow to make itself known. Something about Mark 8, 24 
was desperately attached to his mind in connection with this unusual thought. 
Something about church. But none of it had any meaning to a long and endless 
walk through hundreds of months, and so the desperation quickly drizzled and 
filtered down to the dregs of his soul, leaving nothing upon which cruelty could 
have been imposed or joy given. 

It was crude but true to state that his experience was recidivist and anti- 
recidivist. Below everything had been real and tangible to a mind that no longer 
attached great meaning to anything, if any. But up-above it seemed different 
to him. The flow of his thoughts were more animated by something he wasn't 
aware of. What he wasn't aware of was his memory, which was animating things 
in unusual ways which made him feel a sense of detectable identity (which was 
more identity than he had felt in years). He could remember again the prison. 
The guards. Being beaten and smashed and then sent to solitary confinement, 
leather wrist and ankle belts binding him tightly to the white sheet beneath 
him. Resisting the beating of a young youth-prisoner, just out of the JH to the 
men's prison, and being beaten himself for it, and sent below. Or the hazing he 
had experienced as a soldier from his superior officers, even if he was a soldier 
who performed his infantry and patrol duties without complaint. 

The trees and their branches and leaves had a bare sense of this recidivism 
built into his perception of them (just several seconds before he had had a blank 
and black mind which was registering nothing through its visual faculty, even 
though he had been walking away from a fountain which he had observed just 
half-a-minute before in the happy light of the sun hitting its spouting water), 
since the Deity could not have been said to have seen anything else in him at the 
time except an unfelt hunger and the visual registration of the trees and their 
branches and leaves, except the fact the he was truly human, concretely and 
emotionally, with a family behind him and a war and a prison. When they tied 
him down and gave him shots in his arms and legs was, by example, something 
which walked beneath him at all times, but not as memory. He continued to 
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walk up the park away from the fountain, and his memory, as always, could only 
behave as a statute. 

Even in the air there was a slight breeze which he felt blowing on his cheeks, 
since the rest of his body was clothed heavily and his face was covered with 
hair from his head and a heavy beard. Seeing a bird then, and his head turned. 
Feeling his legs move, and then noticing that his eyes were directed at the cement 
of the path, and that he had been detecting the presence of his eye-balls even, 
and then that he had experimentally turned them to the left and then to the 
right, and then to the right and then to the left, and then repeating this operation 
again in reverse order. This was more or less noticed by him, and he felt a soft hit 
and a tumbling in his chest. It was nothing but his own mind effecting a slight 
change in his body as the result of a severe loss of human boundaries. He kicked 
up his pace a bit to get to the upper end of the park where he supposed it would 
be quiet and more commonplace, even if it couldn't be helped that he did not 
actually think this with an overt consciousness but with a covert consciousness 
was induced to movement in this direction because of the commonplaces and 
the quietness which could be felt to be probably there. 

As he walked, there was a crime in the back of his mind which he could not 
remember. There occurred a flashback of heavy fire and the falling of a man. 
The shade of this in his mind seemed to be from the war and not from a crime 
or from prison. When his faculty had a short period of time to reflect on this 
(done without purpose) it was linked to an earlier flashback (a night raid and 
then a loudness and then nothing). The feeling of a memory of a crime, however, 
lingered. But it seemed that this feeling could only touch on the war and had 
as yet not related itself to the prison also. He noticed this somewhere in him. 
(Every crime and war in the history of mankind had always been referenced 
enough as it occurred to be examined and explained while in the process or 
afterwards. It was thus with his memory, or should have been. Perhaps only the 
angel Gabriel was sufficiently armed to cope with these complexities. Indeed he 
had been undergoing an education which had been occurring in his mind for 
many years and which took place simultaneous with but was patently superior 
to the presence of his annihilated human boundaries. For practical purposes he 
had by this time certainly tapped his link to a string of badly defined and deeply 
subconscious illocutions which would possibly never materialize, because it was 
a practical matter that he would probably never speak again.) 

As he walked up the park his feet felt dirty and loose and beginning to be 
sunk in gravel. He stopped and wriggled his toes. Nothing had changed at all. 
The perception had been false. It had been somatic psychosis. All the skin on his 
feet up to his ankles was perfectly callused. If he ever felt his feet to be wading 
through blue waters or tramping across soft carpet, it was an event of bodily 
psychosis which was equally induced by the fact that there was little sensation 
on the surfaces of his feet due to the callusing. 

A sensation hit him: there was again the prison, there was a guard, there was 
a baton, there was a hand wielding the baton; and then he was down on the cold 
concrete floor of the maximum-security section. And next. . . he tried to remember 
what had instigated the beating, the conflict— had he resisted, the non-atrophied, 
the alive? He wondered— and he wondered if he was wondering, and maybe he 
didn't, maybe he was just the function of a distilled but desperately suffering central 
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nervous system— familialy bound, making him ineluctably human, needless to say 
He felt a cold run over him, a chill, and his heart gave a thump, and his chest felt 
another artificial hit inside; he stumbled, was tripped-up by his own stride and the 
despairing feeling of the almost horrifying somatic interruption, and raised his head 
as he stumbled to the ground and saw the green of the branches and felt a certain 
feeling for the park as he fell, or tripped, a certain human love reaching out for 
the personality of the park, which he felt to be cradling him, which he loved like 
a brother at that moment and which brought the short heavings of a weeping-spell 
to his chest, and landed on his knees and braced himself with his palms; in the same 
motion, without stopping, he reacted to the stumbling, so that he would not be 
noticed, since he was still, according to some feeling in him, interested in a public 
survival, or a survival from the public, and regained himself by jumping back up 
and only then did he stop and stand still. He then wept. (It must be said that only 
the persons of his memory existed, and informed him as a human being that he 
was a personage of sorts (he could still comprehend the concept), albeit at the most 
emasculated level of awareness and life. It occurred to him at times that in prison he 
had been high-up in the prisoners' unwritten but undeniable hierarchy. His crimes 
had been passive by comparison with many others." His crimes had been armed 
robbery and assault (in the get-away). He didn't exactly understand why these 
things occurred to him. He had not participated in the gang-rapes in the war. He 
had witnessed them and had been on excursion with the men when they committed 
them but he had not participated. It occurred to him that these were memories.) 

His weeping had stopped. 

He had reached the high-end of the park and it was quiet. The trees were 
everywhere around him and there were little bumps and mounds in the earth 
all around also, where he could go and hide and sleep in peace and privacy. 
Maybe he would go back down tonight. He knew how to. It was easy. He walked 
into the heart of some bushes and trees behind some little bumpy park-hills 
away from the path which had ended and went to sleep. He slept deeply and 
he dreamed. He dreamed that he was riding a canoe down a long river and 
that there were very high cliffs on both sides. He dreamed that he went into the 
water by diving and swam down deep and peered and breathed and felt the cold 
water all around him and on his naked eyes; the sensation made his eyes flash 
in REM sleep, and he blinked in the cold water. It was musical. Then he came 
up and touched the canoe and held on it, looking around, his arm lashed over 
the side. A young woman swam to him from out of nowhere, from the edge of 
one of the cliffs where it meet the water. She came to meet him and touched him 
where he liked to be touched and there was a whiteness from him in the water 
very quickly. They went together in the canoe and rowed and rowed in silence 
without speaking for many many miles and even for many many days until they 
came to a place where the cliffs widened out into shore and on the shore children 
were playing and adults were laughing. The woman left him here and he was 
left alone. She waved to him and he waved back and away she walked into the 
horde of adults and children, and he canoed away. His heart was drenched in 
sadness and then he awoke weeping again. He was whimpering in the bushes, 
and pitifully tossed himself around on his side (a man all dirt and stench and 
hair) and touched the leaves of the bushes and stared at them like a babe. 
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That night he did not go back down. Instead he touched death very closely 
when he had a trembling little heart-attack after he fell back asleep. He was 
close for breath and did not seem to know what it was or that anything had 
even changed. Something seemed a little confusing to him and that was all 
(as he felt a tightness in his chest and voice box). Even with it he was drawn 
back into sleep. In the morning he stepped up onto his feet and began to walk 
automatically. There were some birds flying overhead and they chirped and 
whistled; his eyes drifted up and his ears attached to their sounds. His arm was 
limp but it did not seem to make a difference to him, since differences in his 
bodily affectations could not possibly be comprehended by his mind except in 
the most basic functions as urination, defecation, eating, and drinking. It crept 
into his mind, amazingly, that as a boy he had written poetry. And through 
poetry, it occurred to him that he had been a boy, the concept came clear and 
understandable, in connection with nearly everything, and his mind cleft at his 
life deeply and he felt that he could remember and his consciousness was struck 
from lack of food but combined with the memory and he felt deeply and there 
were represented across his mind in a series of flashes images articulated across 
his mind like a fugue, those lonesome illocutions which were the true history 
of an abnormally attentive mind in a world which had not stopped, and which 
could not be reconciled any longer, or it was as it was — 

A centric type of dome roofing and Samna mausoleum and Bukhara-wish/th a single 
entrance. Alambarder mausoleum in Khurasan-wis. Oh how comely it is the erstmals 
did dislike his reign and afould company did ride the soft rib and the sights bereaved 
did lessen here in a muslomic fortitude wherein labors to be seen in the mind and then 
in the sword-fucking hand and the rocks and the fires and the fires on the rocks and 
the rocks in the fires and the carrying of the rocks in the fires and the brutal rapes not 
yet consigned rapes but brief emancipations for the one and captivity for the other 
simply ripped the company fould burying the soft rib which was not even yet born 
which would come after the company fould. Wis khurasan the sights bereaved the same 
that had the sword-fucking hand and the horses the sights fed rather bereaved but fed 
and fed more than bereaved and so the moss also on the rocks the larger rocks the cliffs 
the standing enclaves of tree and cloud and rock above. And fighting must finally 
crown. And tanks and mechanical guns to come from this very crown on the enclave 
of tree and moss-rock where the soldier stood the forebegotten loinman consociation 
wth a zwinglian proposition a thartal ttreatise was the reason behind it all even the 
einsteinium dilemna and the forebegotten term over term. The rough leavage on the 
ground of the yard and the raking of it a cottage there in tht yard and the suicide there 
and the veins clapped with blood and needles and the yellow eyes clouded over with 
mistrust and opiated hate a soul lost but bound the nether world and the after life if 
x plus y is eight and x is three then y is five an unsound number but anointed all the 
same some fox was that chased and then wrapped in hound-jaws but all the same again 
bent under the anointing father if lifted if not but the burning and the burying and the 
men tht never starped to see what dthey had donne the bastards 

a thartal treatise the ancient but ethically doomed enterprise to which because no one 
would ever listen. Oh how comely it is when. . . s ark it milton what cardn't you see what 
cardn't you gamble wis khurasan fff zho and then your schok and then your speare and 
had it all but been bound up properly. 
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Seventy five million in these wars gone forty years and saddened and no longer humen; 
no longer humen; no longer humen; and still trying to strocture a world; these are 
questionable adds. The soldier in logos clad has hated the cautious statesman from the 
beginning of the cosal arcttcon since this (states)man issues the directives of pogroms by 
naming demos and nothing but the blatant unobviated pathology of his henchmen (to 
whom he avows no narthing) is admitted to court. 

But this lasted only for several seconds and then he had inevitably returned to 
his automism, wherein he could look, listen, even stretch his perceptions a little, 
but could neither understand nor remember, except in diffuse and bare little 
feeling-statutes to what would under the normal circumstances of consciousness 
have been a memory or a string of recollections. But the pity of its loss after 
several seconds, lingered permanently in him, or found a way to residualize 
there in his mind in whatever poetic fountain there was left in him. In this way 
he tripped over his own feet and fell onto the ground and cut his elbows. He 
lay there for several minutes before getting up. A runner went by him and he 
noticed the figure and the shady form, caught in park-gloom and early morning 
sunshine. He struggled up onto his feet, pushing with his palms at the grimy 
ground, and struggled to plant his legs firmly in a standing position. This done 
he stood and scratched his nose. He could feel wetness and dirtiness at and 
around his groin and hind-area. There was so little of it that it hardly seemed to 
be addressed by the small forms of care which he took for himself. A reference 
to his consciousness, which he was unconsciously aware of, was that he did not 
even feel a desire to bathe. He walked on to find a garbage can again in the park 
somewhere, lower down in the lower part of the park he felt probable. From one 
of these he would find some sustainable morsels and he could take a drink from 
a drinking fountain if one could be found that worked. There was also the large 
public fountain around which benches stood. 

When he was a boy his sister had played with him. He had had a sister. She 
brought the other children over and he made friends with them. In high school 
he had had a girlfriend and a car. Like those in his group he had played football. 
He walked down the park and he was busy remembering, as if mental blocks 
and visual darkness could be shattered by their own inertia and his stomach 
could dip into the entropy of fire by a thought of food morsels from a waste can. 
His sister had brought the friends over to the house. There had been a house. He 
had had a girlfriend after the war. Denine. Yes. He was getting down the park 
slowly. There were morsels waiting. They (the soldiers) had burned with napalm 
in the war— a war? he asked himself. He pushed the words out of his mind and 
found that he did not know what he was doing when he found that he was 
castigating himself for allowing a memory to organize around words. And then 
he didn't know what it was— he thought "Hell." And tripped and landed on his 
hip. But it was only felt bruised and only the physical limitation it caused on his 
mobility was taken into account since he could hardly feel the physical pain 
(since it required emotion— sympathetic with an ego— to feel the unhappiness — 
the pain— of pain) that would have been normal under normal circumstances of 
body and mind. Feeling the pain of pain was a type of understanding and he 
knew he did not have it and he did not understand what he was knowing when 
he knew that he did not have it and he felt himself turning inside and his stomach 
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felt excoriated and he felt dizzy and then he understood what he knew about the 
fact that he did not feel the pain of pain when he felt it at that moment and his 
heart took a siege of enemy contractions which were unreal in the somatic sense 
but very real to his mind as a psychotic event. The unreal nature was strong 
enough to bring on the corresponding but real somatic event and his arm went 
more limp than before and his breath was closer, but in all it was nothing. He 
had reached the lower end of the park and he could see many people moving 
quickly and some more slowly in an area fenced-in with dogs running around 
on sand and a shed bordering. He walked to the first trashcan he saw and dipped 
his nose in and noticed nothing which could interest him. He moved onto the 
next one slowly and with dragging feet and bent shoulders and downward chin 
put his right arm in and sifted with a knowing hand through the trash: he felt 
a brown-bag and pulled it out and found a bitten-into stale donut. He sniffed it 
and then put it into his mouth whole and chewed slowly while again dipping his 
arm back into the same trashcan. Something hit his foot and he felt a sharp pain 
run up his spine. He looked down and he recognized it to be a skateboard. And 
then there was what he recognized to be a boy of some age come and pick it up 
humbly with care. The boy looked up at him and he looked down at the boy. The 
boy said: "Sorry about that." He gave a nod to the boy. The boy nodded back and 
then turned and walked off and away. He watched the boy walk for several 
seconds while he chewed his donut and scratched his eyes and nose. The pain 
lingered a little in his spine but he felt most of it in a dull tingling in his ankle. It 
seemed to crawl around in his leg a little in his calf but then it quickly disappeared 
with his attention turned back to interrogating trashcans for food. He interrogated 
one after another until he felt a dull satiate relaxation of tensions in his stomach. 
He thought to himself, the actual words, he deliberately passed them through 
his mind (which was strictly unusual): "I have made a foundation in my 
stomach." He marveled for a moment at his thought and its deliberative aspect. 
Maybe his nod to the boy had opened up a channel of wider understanding of 
his situation. The taste of the donut still lingered in his mouth stronger (or more 
noticed because more pleasant) than the taste of the other food-components. 
Presently he stood staring at a woman and child. The woman pushed an upright 
carriage which the child sat in. The child was looking around quietly. The woman 
had her eyes and face straight ahead on the path in front of her. They went very 
slowly and easily. He noticed the ease and the slow pace. It made him feel good. 
He felt warm. His lips smiled under his bearish beard. His eyes crinkled. And 
then it all stopped. And then he felt like a cement building rooted to the ground. 
He looked up with a type of slowness of almost mechanical origin and saw the 
fountain spurting water and capturing yellow light. He did not feel well but did 
not feel sick. He felt nothing. He felt the light on his retinas. He felt what it 
would be like to be in water— but only for a moment. But it was enough to bring 
on a glazing over of his eyes with enough sadness to feel a deep and dark need 
to weep. He did not weep but just felt a passing through him of a weeping 
sadness which made his jaws tighten and his chest feel salted. He felt that he 
knew it had been all— he could not continue. It was as if it was a matter of 
thinking about his life— but he could not bring himself to accept that this was 
a matter to actually consider. He felt water around him and he heard blue winds 
and he lifted his eyes and saw blue sky and white baby clouds. Fifty per cent of 
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this experience was psychosis (feeling water around him and hearing winds) 
and fifty percent was actual and not psychotic (lifting his eyes and seeing blue 
sky and clouds). He felt he was lying on a beach— the combination did this for 
him. The combination made him feel only light and soft peace. In this case 
a circumstantial psychosis was the essence of feeling happy and content. In this 
case reality was physiologically real in the present moment (seeing blue sky and 
clouds) and forensic in its ability to move out of the present moment and into 
a more delicate existence (feeling himself in water and hearing blue winds)— the 
combination making him feel like he was lying on a beach. There had been 
beaches in his life. There had been beaches with helicopters and surfs and 
burning fishing nets in the adjacent villages in the war. There had been 
experimentation also and not only beaches with blue winds humming in the 
ears. He seemed to be aware of an ideological war which had transpired during 
his presence in war and notions of the other side subjecting human beings 
(whether he comprehended the concept now or not, there was at least an image 
of human beings before him: an image of his fellows, bars and their white and 
black hands behind and grasping the cold metal with all internal delight in their 
souls ground to bits by abusive and interrogative oriental screams and ropes 
and loosened or removed finger nails and dirt floors in human cages with human 
defecation and urination to round out the scene) to inhuman experimentation 
with drugs. And then there was the white counterpart wielding the baton which 
memory could not erase and the shining white sheets of a maximum security 
section and post war at that. He had served a collective moral conscience in a war 
and a collective moral conscience in a prison. Both had rounded him out, created 
within him an anti-identity, and anti-ego, a jeopardy with the normal precepts 
and preceptual circumstances in and behind and guiding the everyday life of 
humankind. No security had been guaranteed except by delusional and popular 
pretences, and the participants had been his parents and elders both before he 
was bom and after he was born and growing to be— whatever. It had come to 
end in him now that he had substituted the circumstances of delusional and 
popular pretences with a psychosis which could be of circumstantial origin just 
to be looking at clouds and sky, and in the circumstantiality of the substitution 
lay his victory, and perhaps he had a sense of it. He had never known dire 
poverty, he had just ended like this — in a terminal sense, dirty and scathed but 
breathing and walking and groping along mornings in search of food-morsels in 
trash cans. In this capacity he was not useful to any group of human beings. He 
groped. He underperformed. Children would meet him in the eye but no others, 
and even then it was almost only by accident. It appeared that no human 
connection could transpire with him otherwise, and with the psychotic elements 
added to this it appeared that no human connection could transpire otherwise in 
any case with anybody (including all cases in which his own person was 
excluded). And he felt this in his chest and soul but naturally did not comprehend 
it— it was a cognate substance in his being with no cognitive value except as 
a general way of feeling and falling and comprehending other things and the 
combinations of psychosis and actual reality gave him these experiences of 
feeling that he was lying on a beach and hearing blue winds, when he was 
actually only feeling what it would be like to be in water and at the same time 
looking at the sky and its little baby clouds. It was as if no other way could be 
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examined in the context of his life; it was not only as if, it was — unless destiny 
turned something up which contradicted it concretely: in other words, unless he 
changed and could come out of the place to which he had descended— which 
was impossible, for he had been down too long and too far and whatever 
definition a species gives to a man in a terminal sense (when things cannot be 
altered) was already given to him and actively established — and therefore, it 
was totally permanent, and if life extended after death, it was perpetual. No God 
could redeem this tragedy. A consciousness which cannot be given back on the 
condition of an afterlife (when all others are revealed and given infinite freedom) 
then there was no justice in a God if there was one, and in an afterlife if such 
a crass and crude thing could possibly exist after such an unredeemable tragedy. 
This was the way it was, and the extra tragedy was that he knew it— and this 
either was to have been permitted or it was a criminal part of his destiny— this 
was a matter of opinion, and perhaps he could form one. And this (that he could 
possibly form an opinion on the matter) was the only hope, the only possible 
thing which could possibly negate the unspeakable tragedy and change him. 

He came to the fountain. He felt the latent thirst well up in him. He felt 
a tropical wind flying over him. His eyes crinkled and his bearish lips smiled. 
He dipped his now-feminine hand into the calm waters. He drew it to his mouth 
and sipped at the water with pursed lips. He let a leaf be taken to his lips as he 
drank. When he had picked it up with the water in his cupped palm he had 
thought of tea leaves and waited to taste the park-smell of the leaf bedded in 
water. Its autumn aspect seemed to counterascend the tropical winds which he 
felt as a matter of psychosis. The counterascension was not unpleasant inside 
him since one part possessed reality even if the other did not: (there were no 
extradition treaties between an imagination which had turned psychotic years 
before and perceptions which still insisted on reality or were bound to even under 
the worst circumstances.) In the tunnels it had not been possible to experience 
these things. All had been black and wet and coarse and couldn't stimulate 
anything with vivid rhythms or colors. Smelling the leaf with his nose (his nose 
was touching it) he felt a kind of wakening in the feeling of the cool bright sharp 
sunny morning which ran up his nose like a sunray and the general memories 
in the grey matter of his brain. Since he had no references because he could 
recognize none this smell and the mixing memories in his head were like a series 
of great metempsychotic deeds which defied his hunger and his demoralization 
throughout decades. The memory: The boys left— behind, he somehow seemed 
to be aware of them— he felt a lengthening deftness which seemed to carry him 
back to the four walls which he had inhabited as a boy in his parents' house 
and then the three with one wall of bars he had inhabited when he had grown 
beyond what he knew what it meant to be a man: and this brought the return of 
a memory which had not come to him for many years, that of the fellows he was 
ordered to remain silent about. At this moment, for the first time in many years, 
he felt hate, and it was for the white man who had wielded the baton on him 
in the American prison on American soil. He looked up into the sky and asked 
the question. But then he felt that he was imagining it all and certainty even if 
unquestionable could not deter his total defeat and horrific demoralization and 
for some odd reason he remembered reading Churchill's speech to the Canadian 
Parliament (some voice from deep down in him, high-pitched and raspy with an 
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English accent) and the smell of the coffee that his mother allowed him to drink 
under his early teenage nose and the admiration (or some equivalent, since 
in this memory he did feel something which had a human warmth but more) 
he had felt for Churchill at that moment, unusual for an adolescent— and just 
then with this memory he felt hunger in his stomach real and unquenchable for 
hot and good food. He wondered if what had happened to his mind had been 
possible, and he realized that he had a right and correct opinion (and then it was 
forgotten). He saw a woman (and then did not, but felt her breast in the palm of 
his hand psychotically, and his vision went) and his ego felt sympathy with his 
groin for the first time in years. Dead opinion was mixing with sex. In his vision 
which was gone he wanted to get into that woman and felt a moral repugnance 
at himself and remembered just who he had become and said: I will go back 
down tonight. But it was no longer he who was speaking. With a great effort of 
will (or a great effort of anti-will forcing on will) he convinced himself that the 
past several minutes had not occurred (or his mind pushed them from the past 
into oblivion instead— an oblivion which could not exist), and then next thing 
his eyes were glazed over and staring at the fountain capturing yellow light and 
he was not aware of the success he had just made with an effort of will which 
was now exempt from understanding, since his mind was again dull. He had not 
let it go long enough to realize that his mind was still turning after all of these 
years and that that was a victory in itself. He was even then able to imagine the 
Sierras in southern Spain. Victories had been taken away from him and he was 
left with an imagination of the Sierras in southern Spain which he associated 
with a white hand wielding a baton. Korea was a green memory which mixed 
now with the Sierras of southern Spain and the Sierras of southern Spain was 
a delusional reality principle by which he could adapt himself to his failure. In 
it all there was the white hand wielding the baton and in the memory of the 
baton there was what he had accomplished in an armed robbery and a rebellious 
assault— a negation of how he had been negated as a youth in a war and then 
as a citizen in his society — and there were trees, old trees, trees which had no 
memory and trees which had all the memory, and he, a;;;;;;;n atrophied identity 
with some rehabilitated recognitions, saw men as trees— saw his memories as 
a mountain range in southern Spain, and Vietnam all tents. 

When he left the fountain it seemed something left from him. The light and 
happy grace of the fountain was like a singular saving device in him in the 
sense that a saving device was like a life-boat which every time he had looked 
at it had lowered down into his heart with a warmth of human discourse— and 
somewhere in him he felt the pity of finding it needful to personify the warmth 
of human discourse in a fountain. But he accepted it with merely a modicum of 
knowledge that he was accepting it and loved it but felt the black fear of leaving 
it. He did not know what it was which drove him away from the fountain but 
he found himself driven away from it. The grief of leaving the fountain dulled 
his mind even more and he walked in dragging increments of anti-stride. He 
remembered how the sewage stuck to his hands down below. He felt the rough 
cement walls on his hands, the cold metal and the steaming outlets. He hated the 
white man who wielded the baton on him. He loved the sound of rivers from 
his childhood— thinking of it, feeling the cold river water swirl around him in 
whirlpools with his strong swimming arms to fight it and master it, and his 
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mind felt a pull and a tug and he longed for a smoke— "a smoke" he called it in 
him without speaking it out. He remembered taking the Pass by storm and cloud 
and snow-flurry the first of the season before it was closed for that season as it 
always was, and his girl with him in the four-wheel and pushing the pick-up 
into gear rolling the pick-up and its differential into the right powers and feeling 
the control of the gear, just as they had taken villages by storm and fire and rule 
and just as he had been taken by baton and rope and just as his fellows had been 
taken by gun-point and held with rope and sharpened green bamboo sitting on 
straw-matting. 

In a blinding psychotic episode he felt the steel of the metal underground and 
the green and black scum in the sewage and he wished himself back in it before 
he had even come out of the episode— a monkey feeling came over him and he 
felt ashamed of himself and wished only for general release from his body or his 
mind wished it for its own sake since his own feeling of self was either base and 
delimited-atrophied depending on the situation. He was now living in a grey 
area— and he had been in it for thousands of days. His somatic aura had become 
a general function with living memories and bare raw feeling-statutes and white 
sonds sonds sonds [episode] amd wart aril a growrl arnd the woldfem wolfern 
trarma arnd the dark nort night fields folrlds amd the oncient gams guns [hyper- 
extension of episode] the trees were green above him as he moved away from 
the fountain and fucking out of the park into a district [normality]. He walked 
down the sidewalk of the district and there were many buildings with doormen 
sometimes and always the electronic voice system. The district was in shade 
adjacent to the park. The sidewalk was nice and secure beneath his feet. No 
gaping holes, no city-men, no blue-uniforms, no batons, no feeling— there had 
been green tents in that general memory before night patrol and for no reason he 
stared at the sidewalk and remembered IT and saw an explosion in the jungle- 
ground and growth on the shaded white of the district sidewalk. It shouldn't 
have been anything that he hated and he didn't hate it. He hated the blown-to- 
bits limb of his buddy [fellow, friend,. . . ] and catching him flying or softening 
the blow of his flying by being near him because he was his buddy [fellow, friend 
. . . ] He came out of it. The sky was a dull blue under the shade in the district. He 
looked up at it and laughed under his beard, and heard his laugh getting louder 
and louder until it was a roar. But the few people in the shady vicinity walking 
or standing at the doors calling up or guarding heard no roar and didn't even 
notice him except as an everyday or typical sight. Deep down in his intellect, 
below the tickings of grey matter, where atrophy of identity had not taken any 
effect and could possibly not ever take effect, he concluded that things had been 
mismanaged. This comforted him when no comforting was necessary or when 
it had no meaning or sense. Comfort was trodding on and anti-comfort was 
trodding on and trodding on and circumstantial psychosis and flashback and 
combinations of them were the common haul of his history. 

The young man from the youth-prison whom he had defended from the 
collusion between one of the jailer-guards and one of the prisoners high up in 
the hierarchy also played an important part in his memory. He had defended the 
youth just out of the youth-prison when he was sodomized through the collusion 
of the guards and that prisoner who was high up in "the structure." In prison 
they called it "the structure." It was indelible and hard and even the warden had 
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not been able to weaken it and even the warden knew that it was organically 
necessary to keep order in all American prisons. "The structure" had brutalized 
the youth from the youth-prison on his first night in the penitentiary. He had 
felt his buttocks spread open and he was let to be held by the guard. When he 
had defended the youth one morning from the proddings of the guard to make 
it up to his cell quickly for a session— he had hit the guard when the guard hit 
the youth on the back with his baton when the youth had refused with sullen 
and fierce eyes and had struck out with his arms. When he had hit the guard he 
had been beaten and tied up and sent down to be beaten and beaten again. The 
youth had looked at him with blue eyes and he had given the youth a fierce look 
of approbation as his head went down and took a blow to the forehead which 
was to say "tolerate it." In the calm shady district on that sidewalk which had 
opened up before him he had continued to walk under a sky which he looked 
at as if with constancy and with traces of his old laughing and these memories 
about the youth and "the structure" and the collusion to exploit the youth came 
back to him in slow waves of memory. It made him absolutely not recognize the 
sense of a bra-line which he saw on a woman walking her dog. It didn't make 
sense to him that people still took care for— and then he knew it was him and 
his situation. All of his senses had been so disturbed over the years that the 
physical logic of holding a pair of breasts in delivered in him a sense of not- 
understanding the need of it or seeing it and not knowing what it was because 
he would not have been able to see the sense of it if he could have known what 
it was— but as a circumstantial element it could succeed but in reality failed 
to activate a sexual imagination. Perhaps a psychotic episode of rape could 
have come but it didn't, it never had. He didn't remember Denine. He didn't 
remember the Asian prostitutes. He didn't remember the scream which had no 
meaning when they made screams in the villages and shut them up with bullets 
or (but he never had). 

He felt a warm trickle of urine run down his legs. He stopped and watched it 
drip onto the sidewalk and mix into his toes which protruded from his shoes. 
A woman covered her mouth as she passed him. He actually felt ashamed and 
wanted to weep and there was no fountain to lift his eyes to and then gaze at but 
his eyes glazed over anyway and he actually did weep this time. But he was so 
dull that the tears were as if automatically stifled. But the woman had had such 
a pretty face and he felt the shame and found himself wishing she could have 
known what he had done and been through before he had come to this state. But 
his wishing was not understood or comprehended by him as he did it, since it was 
some small ticking voice which did the wishing and left the balms and salves of 
his demoralization (unconsciousness and unawareness of social realities) intact 
and clean. This was in fact the origin of his psychoses and the little ticking voice 
knew it was the origin of the psychoses and the little ticking voice was the little bit 
of him that knew he was still alive but which he himself did not know about. It was 
what kept him alive. His finger had held pressure on the trigger of the machine 
gun in the war also even when his mind slept but when he could in several hours 
participate in human society but which he could not do now. 

He wished he were in Cuba fishing for Marlin. He wished time were different 
and oceans would come to life. He wished he were not too far down and knew 
that he was too far down. He continued to walk down the sidewalk of the shady 
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district adjacent to the park. The trees continued to flower above him. The sky 
continued to be dull-blue and he continued to be dull-him. There was nothing 
to fix his gaze on except district-things. He had forgotten the time and he had 
never known it but the hunger was not applying in him still. Hunger for sea-food 
still had not applied as it often did in the late afternoon even down below. He 
thought: "Peanut-butter on tuna." And then hunger for sea-food had applied. It 
was late afternoon. Sunlight began to break through the eves and shine on him 
the feeling of things ending for most but beginning for him but when he would 
have to be looking out for city-men and police unless he were in the place where 
he belonged, that is to say in alley-ways or properly prostrate in the open gutters 
or spread-legged against the walls of a bank sufficiently flooded in his own urine 
to justify his position there and keep the city-dogs far hence. Hunger for sea-food 
had applied and all he could do was moisten his mouth and urinate just a tiny 
tinkling and short squirt which went unnoticed by all and himself. "Peanut- 
butter on tuna," he repeated in his brain. But more properly he felt the cold walls 
and the slimy faeces black and yellow in the sewage lines. More properly he 
felt the insane complexities which he had become the carrier of and that he had 
taken it like a hit and it was a hit which his society had done. 

His mind left reality and a fearful psychotic episode passed into his mind and 
he stood under the trees on a cement path facing away from the fountain as if 
transfixed: There was a ring and in the ring there was a man with a whip running 
around the ring and a tiger chasing the man, and there was a dark-haired woman 
with a white dress lying in the ring, fallen from the walls surrounding the ring; 
and he, he was astride one wall around the ring grieving for the woman who had 
been his, and he called her by her name and deliberated on whether he should 
let himself fall into the ring and die from the fall also, or whether it was worth 
living. The tiger and the man continued to run in circles, neither touching the 
other one. Then it (the episode) stopped and he looked up at the trees and the 
green fell into his heart but did nothing more in addition and so the dullness and 
stripped vulgarity inevitably returned. He continued walking and thought that 
he might die for a cigarette. But the repetitive dullness and stripped vulgarity 
had returned. From then on until the next fluttering heart-attack took his life 
forty-eight hours later, he saw nothing but walked in sleep and the writer does 
not know where he died but only that decentralized images passed across his 
mind for forty-eight hours like a fugue, and that they were real at the moment he 
reverted to that place— it was insane, insance, insounce, it was his primary and 
primordial memorial to all and sundry all for the good of all human kind past 
and present, and in respect to this chilling need for integrity the writer will not 
expose his subject in this matter of just what passed through his subject's mind, 
for his subject is a saint and must not be compromised. 

No, it was insane, insance, insounce, it was his primary and primordial 
memorial to all and sundry all for the good of all human kind past and present, 
and in respect to this chilling need for integrity the writer will not expose his 
subject in this matter of just what passed through his subject's mind, for his 
subject is a saint and must not be compromised, and this is what passed through 
his mind, I have compromised my subject, this compromise is the author's Judas 
tree— but was never recorded, a metaphysical impossibility: 


202 


Seventyfive million in these wars gone forty years and saddened and no longer humen; 
no longer humen; no longer humen; and still trying to strocture a world; these are 
questionable adds. I talking to you cayman did yar intend thart claim? Thou'rt messed 
you know. Thou'rt dirtied andfoold. It warnt nothing more than yar own mind, and yar 
hand arnd head had fargotten that. ..and thart was bad 'cause ya come round but by one 
round chance arnd not arnother thart card ever be possible, and tharn we at an end. . .but 
yar legacy, which are stronger than nature, and thererfore damnable, far the first time 
in har story. 

Arnd I gart to say my peace. I carnot wait no longer. Hard I intended nar more than 
ar global overviewr sarnce wharch ah parch thart. Arnedtended I to make my resarch so 
thorough thart ar I ward add key events wharch stard out arf thar harstorical carnon. 
Am my assarmptions je are that ww ar partch that. 

But it are all dead. For what to conintue. Far I walkand this i a straight lam arnd describe 
and that carncentration camp here aarnd now. Cry Wolf yar darty underweared rodboy 
happy face in yar parliament thart war a stolen ambience frarm our farms arnd communities 
in the begarning befar yar came. Call me a charlatan but thart aint true cause I darnt exist 
and I darnt dare. Listen to Mr Stimson Mr Truman, nar yar breed is dead hart yar had 
a bad smell in it all wham ya cracked yar ass at the world - arnd then yar mocked the bread 
Stimson! Take warkinprocess 3800 out arf inventary 7800 yar general motors company 
fould policymanual arnd yar make them all inidirect and cam ya count better thart way 
what ya got besides the human who yar normally only known on the line or am yar wall 
in yar configorations. Nar you wouldn't understand but yar will when yar get a handle on 
subjunctives arnd i aint to bargain with me scots precepts since thar ar gravity ararnd 
a truthsign arnd the carnditions call foul or right failrly. It twar a fine lament it tewart ar 
deontic strain which had become a knot and a not in the brain arnd the alethic indarstrial 
arnd common struggle hard a find harmony but war taken on consignment. When we 
return to the moss thart consignment warl tranformorfigy and in that act die. I know thart 
like I know thart aril the philosophic rant lay wasted in technicalities arnd war genocidal 
frarm the begonning. So it are now to make a statement arnd grasp the grammatical. I card 
rant till time unend and parelley I will. Thar amt no blind calll in the rant cept when it be 
done by a blueeyed rodboy or a one of his converts done when the blueeyed rodboy war older 
am dmore exporienced and quieted by liars material gains: Listen to Mr Stimson Mr 
Blackman Mr Indianman Mr Asianman Mr Muslimman Mr ManfromBrazil Mr 
Occiddental Poetman. Close yar ears satroC arnd do what yar can carse ya still can tharart 
proven metal. Yar teivos doctors. Seenow a firstorder logical predicate statement cam 
interact with a statistic tomake a strike, a Commune, or a European Jew read like a barcoad 
to cashin on the opaque grimstone of lamp-filtered light by human skin or gold extracted 
like foriniacal goldrush when cave is mouth. Yar, arnd swaht. Yar capitaist pig yar 
"accounts" in y or fould manuals are too heavy on the world arnd we got pygmies now 
(Stimson, yar art rat again!). Yar gonna burn in hell, believe me that like we now believe 
the etching and poetic bloke William Blake, or say his words to our needs when we read. 
"There was no purely military target" Mr Truman yar hit the citycenters with women and 
children and the unborn but conceived, or was it because the “japs in all are savages, 
rutheless, merciless and fanatic, we as the leader of the world for the common welfare 
carnot drop that bomb on the old capital or the new. " Arnd yar had it agreed with Mr 
Stimson Mr Truman arnd either yar knotted mind or his influence could not keep thart dog 
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in yar brain farhence. Signifcantly, you lied in yar oum diary or yar had no predictive 
powers in line with your weak consicene. Thart ar more of shame than to lie in public cause 
that proves you am indecent wretch. Scuuse me if I take liberties but yar got it inculcated 
in me, bart I got no plea for excuses like Austin when he pliably represents his liberal and 
moralistic modalities. Arnd yar philosoperh out there can say I misinterpret, but yall 
misintrepret daily that are yar bread and butter that yar don't know about arnd if you are 
rare you may know it and you got to accpept the insanity, in a diary on the usefulness of 
the disintegration of the atom in the first round was written "fire destruction prophesied in 
the Euphrates Valley Era, after Noah and his fabulous Ark." Midwest America bred 
a habberdashery monster who went a bit higher than his judgement should have warrented. 
Who war the real agent Mr McCarthy? I swear the whiteman is the worst. Verbatim I got 
this man: "make no avowals to your henchmen lest you risk sentence or revolution. " My 
wife and I it was so cold that day that we went into the forest with poverty crawling at our 
backs and sadness wetting our hearts like the shade froze the snow to a kind of hard white 
rock and it did. We cried and then we walked up an incline crunching snow out of the forest 
onto the high ground and walked across the long stretch of snow where a big barn stood 
which was sundrenched all across the highground field. We stopped at an oak or a birch or 
a beech I do not know which it was a winter tree and I sat and she stood and waited. We 
went back to town. It was so cold that day my nose was feeling the pain drift up into my 
facial cavities and the skull was aware I am sorry to say. I suppose it had to be the same with 
my wife. It was another day that was the worst of all. With not enough economic space for 
capital to interact with the public at large we took the hits. And it all goes back to the 
human cannon fodder starting in the early part of the 20century by the 'complex relations', 
and my wife followed me and she could not hold herself together in fact it was much worse. 
It tore me apart and dragged me under. Now I understand they are building the 
world's largest dam in China which will cost twenty six billion in dollars and over a million 
in displaced people. It would have been the same with my undone history of a chain of 
events when Truman listened to Stimson and Nagasaki went up inflames and it was the 
second! I do know from my absentee reading that the corporation goes back to the middle 
ages arnd thart old ethos of patience thart did imply intellogence wars thart first enemy 
againstit call it Robinhood. Ar do know tint artiest in the written antigone parmformed 
funeral rites over har didded brother Oedipus arnd th thelakjf defied orthodoxy. Itwar w so 
dificult thart winter. We were heard and we were exposed arnd the people war cold arnd 
evil in this afterwar. We chroston gentils we proch unity looking for the prize arnd in our 
circles we are par a part to apar par practive practice schadenfreude. Argaust 10 th two 
men war in accord. I warl not obsess thiss. It war enough thart it war that made them fire 
ther brons to a decision thart the crater war 6fetdeep 1200fet in the circle arnd Ijost wonder 
wot they thought of man and if they thought of woman cept maybe ars a hole. Yar mam of 
no origin yar men ofnarxt to ath the thunder I say to you a creed can be put down on paper 
arnd a Dearwin cam utlize ar Manyregardsmalthus. Even now war ar got 900 pows 
unaccounted for in dar Koaraea arnd unhafter thar 1953 armistics and yar men of the 
narxt to the thunder cam you tell me thart they wernot used for certain medical terms mby 
the soviets in their languishment? This harstory are mine under a history of use anted 
impure but impeccable application in wharch I anted me kind war the vicitms. Yar caronot 
tell me thart every war arnd cirriminal catact in harstory arenot sufficiently referenceed to 
befoundn out and expelained. Instard and thereine we got whart should not happen after, 
arnd by that I mean yar experimentum and yar in copore arnd yar vile, and by that the 
daily machivaleism. One day I was walking in the forests and a hare jumped out of its 
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warm pocket in the side of the forest-fjord. Another I was walking three kilometres further 
north and I came down from the tilled wintery earth and into a long distince hollow which 
went another kilometre. There was a hunters’ tower stood out of it and a kind of makeshift 
but intelligently wrought netting strung up to the right level oftaughtness at its points of 
fastening on the five or so cut-wood pillars. There were beer bottles all around and trash. 
Thar ar gravity ararnd a truthsign arnd the carnditions call foul or right failrly. Som say 
ho oho. Your killer instincts gart yar ears and all your other senses from your somatic 
cavities. Som say ho oho. Some say oh oho we have discovered the most terrible bomb in the 
history of the world it may be the fire destruction prophesied in the Euphrates Valley Era, 
and on his little brain went. Some democratised citizens of the academe write history like it 
was a game where all the conventions were clear. I walked and then I came down a little hill 
into the coloury trees near where in the shade in the gorge a creek ran quietly. When we 
took the ridge the moon was full and gave daylight visibility to the light snow cover. Losses 
were heavy. We stopped counting the Chinese at 150 and estimated it at 700. One Chinese, 
sitting as if half-dead with an atrocious chest-wound against a stooled pine, was alive and 
tried to detonate his grenade. A gunner saw him and shot him in the head before he could 
do it. That night we listened to broadcasts of songs like White Christmas. We shared 
photographs of wives and children and girlfriends and parents and brothers and sisters. We 
ate tomato soup from tin cans. There was sufficient supply of smokes. I knew the Chinese 
did not celebrate Christmas. I knew they had a different religion, they called it Communism. 
I tried to be just, they were different people with different traditions. Even to people who 
I had to fight and kill. I used to think, "After all, it is a war of ideologies." But then it was 
in front of my face that we fought on physical territory. "Got your pictures, Joe?” "Sure 
I got em. " I brought them out from an inside pocket of my jacket. "Got yours, Mac? " I said. 
"You bet. " We shared our photographs with eachother. The sharing got quiet and reflective 
and carried the night like a snowy wind, if l may be so poetical. Then Mac said, “They're 
all dead, joe. " “I know. You know it too. Us or them and you ought not to talk like that. Get 
that right. See your girlfriend in the picture? She's there. You want her?" "Of course 
I want her." “Then stay alive and think right." "Merry Christmas to you Joe.” "We took 
the ridge right. What's the matter with you? Get it straight!" "I know. But that one against 
the pine. Dumb bastard, I don’t know." "You can't question those kinds of things, Mac.” 
"I know. It's selfish. But I question. He was the last left. He had a breath in him. And then 
my bullet. You know?” "It was your bullet?" “Yeah." “My God, he could have taken out 
any number of us. Be proud, for Christ. The bastard had it coming. Don't you know that? " 
“Damn right he did. Damn right. I guess I don’t know what the hell I'm saying. What the 
hell am I saying? Christ. " "Be careful of that kind of thinking, Mac. You got to get things 
right! No other way. " "I will. Thanks Joe. " The night carried on like a very old wind. We 
listened to Christmas carols over the shortwave. It was as if you could feel the hustle and 
bustle at home. The green and red Christmas glow in their chests and eyes. The tomato 
soup was a substitute for nothing and only gave the stomach its due needs. The smokes kept 
us going. They were better than orders, and in many ways like them: haught haught, get it 
going, cast a line in the deep dark pool, shoulder your gun, march with good boots. 

There were an hegelian answer to it all in the trees ofyer lands, and an ethical criterion 
that were as material as the sky or a dewy-dawn in a copse on a hill. Arnd there were an 
hegelian answeer to it all which yar could understand without that man Chaucer and 
what he littled and bigged on parchment of the laden femaile deer (thart leman! And the 
mans companion falcons!) bearing the human-elk to the lake edge. If they wernt nothging 
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you in this day and age you could do it right and see it cleasrlyl, andfarck the six fruit 
filled chocaltes the lazy apparatus of money-content. And when you could no longer 
focus on yer species, what couldn't you do but lament. But mar dar nerves get shot inside 
and my gut isfulll of hcemical faear. Coudnt I have been ready for a war by thirty wary 
years, all ar my youth a dead sounnd foalling in the floor, pathos arnd remonstrance 
debated in a single mind, knowing that his youngest were vanquished in the hymen 
gone ? If yar cold can the *k on teh borgeou set arnd bury the bleeding needle in teh 
groujdnd yar head might be clenaed. That white sonofabitycgch strutting his authorass 
in the foreground in his centuriesdead canon of dearth adn his destructions on his 
kindcreaterures the schock the speare the more than kin than kind and the oldbeaten 
hamlet, words, words, sir, didnt ya know the pumping of yar heart does bearthem original 
and not politley contorted kn yaraein in yar senile politik. Stand head on ass and blind 
yar stave, poked out are yar odeipal eyes, arnd now yar logic are a brth of a frustration 
between an emotion and a thought, ironkin crime: premiditation, passion: blind and 
blinkknnng new. Starndit wareentitall grimlycriml thartpart sedmdamile ( chick chick 
chick chick chick) con con con j f sonds und sonds a sonds tch tch tch tch fornicalcal 
revmoval ofmullars corpporate ultra vires the histirocal cry chim chim o the circumstantial 
psychosis of daily life by minute aproaching a fixed cart with a tyranncial driver weed it 
all in deception the ironic comment what lukac what hegel what hume naid. Csome gart 
the bunches of poooerperin their pockets, seesome note, thart crimson lake whart 
afarcging nargotion, loke, loke, yer see those notes, if yar could can te h terror act on teh 
borgeou set, what ironic comment would be red and liquid. I arm bad to say it, I arm good 
to say it, celine walked, a cumul fact that they rack up in piles and push over into the 
ditch, our great commune socieity pucshed over into a ditch and no metaphor, no, no 
methaphor here. Criml yert ferty factories we will, and the criml will be the right. Criml 
com chip chip chip, seet his word, III caram iot upo oyour arse. Wartch the the autohor 
write, thart chipin cdaele chap. Gart no onconnventions to distort the forty fact thart the 
hand wrotes. Screw, wood, fastener, lever, that iisrhereinalll wherein I find hit hard to 
state the creaft.tion.tion.so I belittle the paperl with my shnfullstops. Good author, good 
dog, good god, he wont fear yer talk and rot. Rotten mock of the charred heart, that chest 
doth burn the mind with a greivous headache. Wart thumb waht chin, one digit one 
bumpy knoll, one lake in winter run in with a forest peninusla in the shape of an 
arrowehead, smoke, smoke there by that lake, and breathe in the cold air, the lungs are 
mortal. Culdnt you comptelate teh destruction of teh industrial set, we alll who wheare 
it and feel i tssa tr do. CoffcoffI belittle what I big on the paperl. I shard my clothes on 
theriver, where they bathe and violint not with falschifying on paperl where on paperl it 
si is to record what hard the truthaoehif to had been. Iclaimlfitwera the human need that 
were athonly concerne I owuld sought and saught. Ahh climate. Quiock that ready mon 
with the machine gun hams a tree t his own, a sond and a sond and sand lcera bathe and 
turn flour over earth and given heat. . I shard my chlothes onthe river where they bathe, 
where it is renewal and not paperl, sond and sond and sand and the black breath new as 
afresh rose on dew, ifadart the human need wertheone of our conecernes, O claimy me 
I would sought and saught with warply tears and a movinghand and a breathing chest. 
Ahh climit. A plastic mask for the man who wields. I wasnotin the askin tehse things fore 
the gheto ro the broken home and the gheto did hurt and the broken familyark were 
a loving grief to those who hurtin. Shuld I have witnessesd a moral deed whente sound 
ivas not yet sound? There are a way to can a waht ye will even whente desire for the 
hume en aid is a broken but so wanted. Make is aid aid is make and the trees in these 


206 


woods harnken and old muse for the explicatoin of history, Ike the grandfather clock 
a'ti'kin' s'rong cod I song possied knowledge. It war so cold tht day we had to make the 
walkin' in the old snow without food enough just noodles and beans and potatos n the 
time when the bipolar world had splite in three and then came one rush of exploit on us 
99 from 100 (and we wre only two withone youngn-) and the genuine human feeling 
cannot be statistically measured unless honestly done and this is yet stochastic. An 
atlantic reek off old madekett lowelly done the winchinton the fence of the old widow's hill 
where a tent pitched was not a notion conceivable. Me’ s it happy the way he read his 
poetry and stamped his onion words when talking to students about Vietnam. Pareely he 
was not in teh askin also befoer the deceit. Pareely he was familyneurosed and culled 
from that the politcal antarctica of his amazing work. When we drive throuh the snow 
the winding road is cool with the surrounding forests. Bu en we drive we cannot daraft 
a destoination arnd a as we are humen we cannot draft a song. Me is the song a littling 
parchment for the voice t do. Me is it a cartesian graft in the rosy li lung. Ike were 
a'ti'kin' Nixon were a tin soldiers comin and the comin rush of exploit after he had dne 
his kant after impeachment adn death. It wernt the men in the snow that iddid it though 
they hated more the man but loved more the earth it were the complex. My muse is open 
in the woods and the great clearings set my jaws tight with the awe of the sky overhead 
adn I can move a mountain. What is no longer necessary is no longer right in belief and 
in act but what does a man of old thought do when faith depresses the soud. Cana say 
'world geneologies of censorship and language referencing here tides maybe, tithes (pun, 
no-pun) willy-nilly?' Bind himself to the Earth. Marnd grandfather wars a fisherman 
and an ingeneer. Carst hisflyrod with grace he did. Gemrinal downstream trout he could 
art the catch and tugging hook in the gill. Nart a bit more arnd he could clean it on the 
rocks wth equal grace as the cast and tehw white stationwagon stood with all the 
necessecities and censoring tools. A bear came that night and I jumped in to the old white 
wagon. (The woman, but the woman and the man " you heard what the bishop said and 
we're cooking potatos I say some action." "you can be hungry and in jauail and that 
would be great for all three of us." She whispers to herself without stopping the tuddling 
over the yellow stove "men make thirty years wars. ") Marnd grandfather liked the Greeg 
and his mountain composition we are had it at our wedding woman and I but now the 
false bishop says from a parliment and make pedophiliac underground. That walke that 
day in the snow into the woods my wife and I it was so hard (bear-hard, a laughing bare 
proposition greedy for love and homer but soaked in melenchol) and the sun was the 
worst enemy of man (since nothing could please) but made the eyes relieve on the hard 
white snow under the great red brick barn we many unknown metres from it. (“You can 
eat first anyway. Potatos are action." And they serve themselves. They have faith in the 
true bishop.) Narnd carnd understand what hegel said about the sophist behavior in 
which makes us without hume naid neither the true bishop though he may make practice 
of it. "It's necessary, we're hungry." Revollutionar necessity is red as hume naid nay to 
the naysers if you please sir thart cudgel arty dead who said science was a light source 
please and not bundled in Ingsoc if you please O'Brien? Gable Hedda n idea and shot but 
could not wrote: Playthings the child’s toys thumbed into Winston's mind, or Note: 
I can't anymore today, t The great eastern basin archipel I just want to write one good 
sentence since I cannot be convinced that anything can be viably attested to except 
language and the basic human needs and the sun which literally gives life. The sophist 
expression is personal reasoning on a subject which has no relation the hume en aid and 
need. Which bishop will we be lead by. A stong unnatural beast or a robed robust matador. 
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I cannot go on, but no doubt parraeley I will sure as the milky way will flow into the 
womb in some mien till the end of time. lo remember the day in the snow with the 
A woman stands at a stove cooking. A cold — *** what the fuck is t 


He woke up and the light was empty. As the fluttering heart attack began to 
take his life and left him strangled for breath, death was a reminder in the end, 
and he was satisfied with this somehow. Even if he wasn't exactly aware of it 
overtly. The eyes in the head were unable to recognize external reality. It had all 
been a dream. The cold, his hunger, his thirst, the snow, the sun, the earth. There 
was a damaging document that he had whole in his mind, a mental document 
which carried the weight of the person. Nothing had been written down. It had 
all been internally worded. The light rushed into his eyes and blinded him. 
DEATH. The schizoid thought which passed through his mind was that he had 
made a statistical measurement of the genuine human idea and the genuine 
human feeling. The sun blinding his eyes with nuclear heat, he was reminded 
of films of the Los Alamos blast. He was reminded of Oppenheimer's filmed 
speculation that after the deeds of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, it was questionable 
as to whether we could even call ourselves human anymore. A sliver of text came 
to his mind, something he had read some years before, before he had sunken 
so deep, from the off-the-shelf collection at the university library. It came from 
Harry Truman's diary. He didn't think before Korea. He remembered it precisely: 
"We have discovered the most terrible bomb in the history of the world. It may 
be the fire destruction prophesied in the Euphrates Valley Era, after Noah and 
his fabulous Ark." He said something to himself, a murmur, as he got up from 
the ground, even as the slow act of death began to take him. He slid from a forty- 
degree angle to an easier angle shifting up towards sixty, a more comfortable and 
less blinding angle. He would have interrogated and trolled himself as to the 
substance of his murmur, but he could not. But he would not dispossess himself 
of it, which was remarkable, so he lipped. HE LIPPED. Then it was suddenly 
unimportant. He could hardly imagine that he was really remembering and 
repeating what he was indeed remembering and repeating. And then he was 
dead as stone. 
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And then, what if? 


And then what if a poem was like a walnut, and that the only important 
thing was that it got written down. Well it was that, before I learned the truth 
about wartime vivisections. Before I learned that prison is the ultimate edifice. 
Before I was able to imagine a man on the cement ground of Guantanamo Bay, 
rolled up in a ball, layers of clothing around him, dark skin, his ribs pulled in 
like the external parts of a sea shell, his arms wrapped around his head, being 
kicked by black policing boots, hit with white batons — several guards, several 
interrogators, a band of clappedclapping morons, yet this sea-shelled man 
knowing he has the moral sanction and the International Covenant on Civil and 
Political Rights on his side. All the way from Gdansk to the clerical, these trees 
have the longest memory. From Solidarity to the Vatican. From death squads to 
liberation theology. From Arab vassal regimes to radical Islam. From genocide 
in Palestine to Hamas: yes, I know I have broken a taboo here. Remember 
this. And remember much more. Remember that we are not dead yet and that 
there is more to say; and that as long as there is more to say, we are not dead. 
Forgive me for breaking that taboo, Mossad, it fit into my scheme of things at 
the moment of writing, you see, a writer cannot help these things, and for that 
he is certainly a cruel interrogator. Still, I was not part of the conspiracy, right? 
I mean the general one, the one that bespeaks the universal Diaspora. I lament 
uncontrollably and without literary forethought; therefore: 'There was a story, 
and the story was of a nation. Goddamn, don't let it go. It is the only thing that 
will save you. Stendhal, modern social Cardinals. Hume-en aid.' 

But this is just the beginning of a literary understanding of our recent history 
and our own American Gulag. A man watching his television after work must 
one day consider that at the present rate of things statistics are showing that on 
average 1 in 147 Americans are incarcerated at any one time in federal and state 
penitentiaries. When he watches the news, he must think about this, because that 
is the reality behind the news he is watching; his news. One day he must think 
about Show Trials as well when he hears men like a fundamentalist US Attorney 
General who thrives on civil kills and that very stink of civil death that rises 
from them, extemporizing brazenly but without knowledge on individuals who 
are actually victims of our domestic conflicts that get inextricably connected to 
individual instances of our international presence: i.e. the scapegoats like John 
Walker Lindh, labeled by the American media-whore as if he were a new kind 
of insect and not a human being who might have another story to tell and might 
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not have done anything legally wrong: "American Taliban John Walker Lindh. . . 
" blah blah. When the man watches the news he must one day think about these 
things. So write. Regain. Fuse beauty with literary determination — passion and 
precision on paper. Do not stop thinking and feeling. Write. 

Write, September wine, winter squall. Mine is a case of miraculous exile. Saint 
Jude's epistle might even clear my eyes. I also carry a burning pencil in my hand. 
It etches with fire into the parchment and I am the pillar of that reigning exile. 
A touch of urine on the left nipple is better than a charm or a loadstone but 
speaks the same daily rite of "I do not give a shit, my exile reigns, let peace reign 
and fuck you bastards. I'll crawl through your garbage and pull you under." But 
please do not be too quick to understand me. 

The mares are wrapped in blankets around their middles and move upright 
on all fours but slowly. I look to see if their sides are bulging. They are. Soon 
there will be colts dancing around and pulling in beneath mother for sustenance 
and care. Meanwhile I am watching the blackout of man. (At the intersection of 
memories of domestic wars [Waco, Ruby Ridge, Los Angeles, Oakland, et. al.] 
and foreign wars and the civil death of a civilian existence we are being blacked 
out. When combined with the words of the present, memories bode. We're made 
that way.) I drive on. Farmhouses. Quarries. Slaughterhouses. Train stations. 
Mills. Places where I can stop the car, turn it off, get out, and listen. Usually to the 
wind in the trees, which is often very loud the way wind can be in trees because 
the forests are so dense where I drive. (Hersh, journalist as terrorist, says Mister 
Perle. Does anybody remember this?) Because bread did used to be 3 koruna per 
loaf, 5 hellers for an onion, the way families ordered in bulk and also a barter 
fashion. And there are equivalencies to those barter and bulk old hands in the 
Western countries, yes do try going back 25 years and list what you remember 
about candy and hardware stores. You see we entered corporate global influenza 
with the former Soviet satellites and republics, and they entered it with us: the 
implosions of a oneness. We all suffer from the same tumor and it affects all in 
the same way. In eastern Europe not all of what was good has disappeared. There 
are some havens left, but they are always localized small nearly self-contained 
climates or silos such as certain train stations, wood mills, small farms, slaughter 
houses, other of the quieter operations that can go relatively unnoticed. They 
are so quiet still that they do not even feel like they were ever constructed, they 
feel as if they had always been there, timeless, erected by Benevolence itself. 
Because now constructions are rampant and there is an event horizon for every 
one of them: The construction of an edifice exhibits the linguistic limits of the 
physical, deny it and face your Maker. That is killingly recidivist, Mr. Gilmore, 
Mr. Mailer, say it isn't so: so it includes physical incarceration, a prison is an 
edifice: serving a collective moral conscience in civilian life as well as in life as 
a prisoner, the existence of institutional white sheets, of handcuffing, of baton 
beatings, and of maximum security sections in federal or state penitentiaries is 
in this time of the white curtain a greater fathomer of the social rules and norms 
we live under than any other except economic terror or blatant psychological 
harassment. Deny this, and 'run the scrimmage of epistemic fraud' against 
your fellow human beings. Any fathomer may want to forensically capture the 
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aftermath of such a scrimmage (such a pogrom) — capturing in memory or by 
the simple act of witnessing or recording on paper the scene of a violent and 
senseless crime: Then refuse to do the laundry of a collective moral conscience 
that has incarcerated you to begin with, even if it means entering into a State of 
quasi or fully legal jeopardy with an irrational state: Then mentally migrate from 
this state of state-sponsored citizen-penury. What more can they do to you when 
you have come this far? Not as much as they could before. If you write and you 
have come this far, you are a guardian of justice in literary creation. 

I have written to incriminate, and to letter my position, and I have written 
for an angel: So go ahead, dig-up the blood-strain in my Spanish roots, Catalan 
blond Jew, to help you, and then proceed to label me an enemy of the people 
and paint a star on my sleeve. Because I am so sick. Of the mental and physical 
measles that the pulverizers want us to wear like a poor man's clothing, no, like 
a sick man's jaundice, a poor man's clothing is a part and the parcel of his most 
important possessions. And soharve I wlwrite mre. Criml wit, Truman, kerf ye: 
like a sick man's jaundice, Stimson. Ye cracked yer arses on the round green 
globe. Kerf ye. Farck ye, wanker, Himmler, Goebbels, Eichmann, you men of 
the Arrow Cross. And now on to you, Rumsfeld: Why did I strip? To put on the 
wet suit. Then in water, I evolved. I wrote several tomes on canary diseases that 
later contributed to further research into bird diseases, with practical results. 
That's why I stripped, that's why I junked the bartender, that's why I knifed 
the guard in the mess. That's why we fight in wars, woman. That's why we 
like guns. Strip, Truman, FosterDulles. Rumsblood-onthefield, strip. Attorney 
Generalissimo Arschloch, strip. Bend over and take it like men, boys. Then we 
shall have to detain you. Now lay your money down, i.e. name your accounts. 
I've got your bar money already. Woman, take the bar money from these three 
scumbags, you labored, it's yours. Now it's time for me to go, woman. I've got to 
ramble. Dress these three scumbags up like J. Edgar Hoover in Drags, someone 
will eventually find them. I'm going to ski in now. I'll skirt. 

Woman, there's a related story. Involves a man mainly, and non-man with 
human form. Do you know what his word was? Proshloe. That means the past in 
Russian. Russian is a good language, like every other, but he appropriated this 
word. That was his word, woman, and there was a place in the world, where 
you have been in your dreams only (I would hold your hand there as well if 
you would hold mine), and there the pine jacks like shy and quietly stunned or 
even still-borne wildfire on both sides of a sand-strewn path there up high above 
the flats of the lower forest; and then the path ends, woman, nominally— for 
the observer looking in but not daring to walk in— yes, for such an observer 
. . . ends in an aerial point. . . floating, woman, floating like a distance-ridden 
hovercraft (imagine such a thing, iyyyt is horrid) that had been forced to become 
a component of the horizon itself, and exactly where were you to continue further 
on, woman— you would come nearer to the hectare-ridden basin of reeds and 
migrating water-fowl. And then tyranny sank in there, woman, it must have. 
No one could know, there were only rumors, rumors of a stink of madness, and 
that it came from a woodsman who knew the woods better than anyone and had 
everything booby trapped. Well that was the story, anyway. No one could say 
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whether it was true or not. They only knew that some trappers had gone in some 
twenty years ago and had never returned, and that later, years later, woman, 
a couple of trampers had gone in with their rucksacks and that they also didn't 
come back, and were never turned up anywhere else. Woman, I mean no party 
went in beyond that horizon to search for them. Even the government with its 
special forces was not willing to try to put out the fires of what even they were 
not sure was local folklore or the real thing, whatever that might be. But that is 
another story, woman. But wait, woman. One year things came to a head. A man 
with a long beard was seen coming in to a local shop to buy tins. Of course no 
one had seen him before. He paid and went. And disappeared. No one followed 
him. But they saw the direction he went in, and the particular path he took— it 
was the one that went up in the direction of the sand-strewn path, there where 
the forbidden horizon lay out not to be touched. But again, that's another story, 
woman, and I don't want to go deeper into it now. 

But related to this, woman: "Prison is a structure." I emphasize that. "It has 
as many turns in it as a man's mind and life. It is a mirror-reflection of America 
in historiographical terms." And one does more than read in prison, woman: 
Because, woman, "The rules of the unit were tight. Capture meant physical 
torture and a mental makeover. The recording of geographical data and the 
interception of communications were their major activities:" and that was Laos in 
1968, woman, much in preparation for Johnson's supply to our intelligence men 
of a surplus of bombs for a massive five year blight. But to continue, woman, it 
was like this: "All interceptions were to be recorded on tape or transcribed. It was 
rarely possible to make radio transmissions of the recorded data so they needed 
to keep it with them. They were not permitted to compromise their superiors, so 
if they were captured they were not to break— they were to bite on their cyanide 
tablets before a hand could touch them or a bullet wound them— which actually 
meant that they were not to be captured. None of them bit their tablets when they 
were taken. This was during his second tour. The techniques of torture varied. 
Different men had different ways of dealing with it. Torture was not something 
that could be "dealt with," but there were forms of control which a man could 
exercise over it. He used memory as his main tool. When inflicted he selected 
certain memories which he intuitively knew would be the best for the task. The 
counter-techniques to torture were acts of intelligence of a greater sort than the 
gimmicks and contrivances of torture itself. He had known this and also used 
this as a tool. It helped to strengthen his mind's control over his body. Physical 
memories were not the only memories which he used. He used non-physical 
memories which meant imagining how something had been. He would think of 
certain great people, more often than not it was Tolstoy. He did think of Gandhi 
also, but he could not get the same humanity that he felt as when he imagined 
Tolstoy's physical image which often went in combination with Tolstoy's social 
innovations and theories. 

He would remember essays that he had read on Tolstoy's Lear-like qualities. 
This helped him. He could think of a man who had tortured himself in his 
later years but was as human as to be in self-contradiction, and apply this as 
the condition of his torturers, and pity them for it, as he pitied Tolstoy for his 
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masochism, much in the way that 
Turgenev, he confided to himself 
so often and so mournfully— that 
husband of comfort— never could 
have. But there was a limit to 
these kinds of memories. Physical 
memories were often more 
useful because they were more 
comfortable and less strenuous— 
they were not controversial to 
differing ways of thought, as were 
most of the non-physical memories. 
Remembering rafting was very 
good. Remembering wild animals 
in the mountains, often a bear he 
had seen running when he was 
a boy, was very good. His unit 
commander. Captain Applebead, 
had others ways. He was a Soviet 
specialist with a Masters degree in 
Kremlinology. He was obsessed with the past and Meyers never trusted him. 
Because, woman, war always comes before prison, before flat-out physical 
incarceration; and war is an open variable, it need not be covert operations in 
Laos and Cambodia under the evil eye of H.K.: it can be a police war against 
a ghetto community. Because, woman, "torture was like a thicket: you couldn't see 
through it, and you were bound in by it since you had been caught on the wrong 
side of it (not by the enforcement of the rule of law but by varying degrees of 
chance then appropriated by convenient definitions as reason for and validation 
of the torture +). He passed a note one day. It was like passing a stool when they 
didn't notice it. But on that day he was found out and his comeuppance was 
dreadful. In the years that followed he could not think of not remembering it. 
He would tell it to a few when he was quite stoned. He had wanted to specialize 
in the area of torture-preparedness later but he had been refused because he had 
begun to keep company with the wrong people, as when he was stoned. Mostly 
it was the officers who did the torturing. They were the ablest and he never did 
tell everything he knew. Neither in Laos nor in America when he had wanted to 
specialize but was turned away with a kind of oblique military legerdemain that 
frightened him more than he had ever been frightened in actual field situations. 
(It was this final obliqueness that eventually turned him to Orwell.) Even later 
he would simply steal. That time, when he stole for a living, had been the end, 
and— which at that time in the past he had known— the logical continuation of 
Laos and Cambodia for him." He was released from prison in 1978, although 
nominally it had happened much earlier. Have I lost myself woman? Hold my 
hand and I will hold yours, I beseech you. Because 1978 was more of a personal 
water-parting. Let me pause, woman. Hold me tighter, please. Because, but: He is 
dead now woman, died on the streets of New York in 1980. He has a story to his 


t In the US we call that a violation of the 4 th Amendment. 
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life, woman: and it is written. It was lettered by me. I hope you will read it some 
day, that I may tell it to you. But just wait one last minute, woman, please. You 
remember, he never trusted Applebead. "In his stupors Applebead — Applebead was 
able to get primitive alcohol because of his relationship with the chief captor— 
sometimes mumbled and repeated the verbal emission proshloe as another man 
mumbles the name of an old nemesis. . . rocking back and forth like an insane 
specimen creature of pity and contempt in a squatting position on the bamboo 
floor." It bears to remember I am sad to say. Again, I hope you will read it some 
day. But that is a different story from this one, in any case: in our case, and we are 
entitled to it, the whale is entitled to his blubber, needs it, woman, like he needs 
that blow hole on his shiny top. But you see, it is being caught on the right or the 
wrong side of a thing, woman: that USSCIVILRATION Act, and Generalissimo 
Arschloch to do the killing of it; and that man, the man whose story I lettered, 
well he was on the wrong side of things, and by accident, it wasn't his doing 
(except by the degrees of freedom in daily life and individual actions that were 
inherently subject to externally imposed definition— is that clear, woman? I hope 
people will know it). He was serving that collective moral conscience under some 
real war men, and then civilian men and govmen. That pressure aches. Well how 
many will fall now on the wrong side, with this totalitarian Act that they call the 
USSCIVILRATION Act? I ask you, woman. . . to think about it. Or get inside the 
whale, quick. If they take away my civil blubber, what do I do? They can't take it 
away, they can only thieve: then I migrate, woman, mentally if I can't physically, 
but physically if I can also do it mentally. 

In any case, woman, do not pray for me, I can can the faacker: Imagine I am 
sitting in front of a judge. I say to him, 'You think you are so righteous. You ascribe 
to me a moral vacuum because I was all-too-human in a bar. All I can do is pass 
judgment on you.' So I piss on him. Because I am protected from evil, woman: 
I have a bear, he is blubber and ferocity. It is visceral, as visceral as the most 
moral of written documents under any conception of God and Man, he is ber 
and clain at the same time, by definition: I say, 'Sir, The Factories and the Fields. 
Lyndon Town. Ameeeerrrika, Ssssrrr. Well, Milord, it's like this: you wouldn't 
understand: you can sentence me: put me to bed. I'll sleep. But then I'll wake up 
someday in your head and you'll know it's me.' You may call me superstitious, 
woman, but then I am only a man. When I evolve in water, woman, this ber is my 
facemask, for the under water wading, it is oiled like the fur hide of the walrus, 
and I grow tusks like no man ever seen. So there is no superstition, only water, 
and my eyes peel at it, and I make it good. I am a mammal after all, and that is 
why I can write to you. My ber is my blubber, the wild but intelligently civilian 
blubber of the whale; it is visceral, like all the great documents lettered under 
any conception of man and Goed and whale and dolphin and Pongidae. And 
that is all the moral and physical how of it, you see, woman, this is a knife-game. 
Ber and clain, woman, a gas, xx ben: Kerf ye, says I to the bastards, woman. And 
in the woods, the barken tree was booled over in a splintering crack, lingering 
in time. The boren rocks urn earth wore robes around his state, and his State 
was rhythm frozen, halted mainly. And the woodsman was kerfing the whole 
migration flat of mudded swamp flat— he had kidnapped refugees from the 
real government camps where roads ran risks— but the booled over tree was 
somewhere on the outerlands of the innerlands but deep enough itself inside the 
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forbidden zone all the same. Insane smell, woman: can you imagine his dwelling, 
his wooden smoking dum all crowded with fould and stench and who knows 
what trinkets of madness, what undererthen floorboards? No, the government 
special forces would not go in for him. But as I said, he was seen buying tins 
and then returning on the path. And that was not long ago. Let us say, several 
months. And that, apparently, was a first. Had he done it to be seen? Because 
one assumes he had more clandestine ways (thieving ways) of getting tins in 
the many years that had already gone by— a man can be a hunter but still needs 
tins for supplemental purposes. Barken tree, booled over, witness? Nar cot. 
Shlimm it. Ne ne. Not it. Tham? Unstanched, simply, but something changed. 
But there was also*** That's not a boolen over tree. That's fallen. That other there 
is neither fallen nor boolen over. It is standing. Seriatim. The bouldered forest 
gorge went up at forehead level bending the gaze up from the old leveler parson 
of olderin rights, hidden towards the sky and the mounting forest around it. Ber 
and clain; 

Yes? Yes. Butt trees have the longest memory, from Gdansk to the clerical. I'm 
out. I've been out for a long time, I that water animal that came up to the land 
again, that bleeds on foot the old undergil a grave cross like that mole on ther 
buttocks, that is my present issue, that is my seed, my longest image, and I scare 
the inhabitants, such is the image, it is, it is, sorre sorre, got a lorry, drive it 
homely, love it not, brace for fact, it is the only unly. . . duly ruined for future 
parson of the people— cwatch. Miller is Maker, sounding his era's features, the 
granted indocshion, trotaltakesup the splintering bool of the barkenover tree the 
splintering bark of the boolenover tree crafted halted mainly by the winter and 
a previous wind. And a stocal causol handles the tasks past but not forgotten. 
Nar cot. Shirt. Ar the gill the gill the bleeding gill I cut it under the tisch. No you 
just cut the skin of your foot, husband. So 'twas a wish, swaaaaababy. 
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